the volces of the swift nnd the panther
hind grown mild and tremulons and un-
ratiafactory and even absurd, Time
hind tamed the monsters of that Imag-

fnnry wilderness, and T had begun to

Inse my reapect for them.  But one fene
hind remained with me as 1 grew older
~the fear of the night man. Fvery
boy and girl In the valley trembled nt
the mention of him, Mangy n time 1
hnd held awake In the Iate ovening to
hear the men talk of him before they
woent asloep—Uncle Bb and Tip Taylor,
I remember n night when Tip sald In
a low, pwesome tone thot lie Was a
ghost. The word carried Into my sonl
the first thonght of 1te groat and fear
ful mystery.

“Yoatra and yenre ngo,'t sald  he,
Where was n ll{'l‘\' hy the name of Nehe.
miah Brower. An' e killed another
boy once by neceldent an' run away nn'
war drownded,”

“Drownded!"
“ilow "

“In the arean” the frst answersd,
gaping. “Went away off round the
world, an' they got n letter that sald he
war drownded on his way to Van Dje.
man’s Land"

“To Yan Dieman's Land!"

“You, a1’ €ome say the nlght man is
the ghost o' the one he killed.”

1 remember waking that night and
hearing exelted whixpers at the win-
dow near my bed, It was very dark in
the room. and at first I could not tell
who was there,

“Pon't you see him?' Tip whispered,

“Where?" 1 heard Tnele Eb nsk,

“Under the pine trees, See
move"

At that time I was up at the windmy
myself and conld plainly see the durk
figure of n man standing under the it
tle pine below ns,

“The night man, T guess™ eniid rnele
¥h “But he won't do no hinem. Let
bim alone, He's goln' away now."”

We gaw him disappear Lelilnd the
trees, and then we got buek into our
beds ngaln. T eovered my hend with
the bedelothes and sald a small proyer
for the poor night man,

And in this atmosphers of mystery
and adventure among the plaln folk of
Faraway, whose eare of me when 1
was ion great need nnd whose love of
me nlways [ count nmong the priceless
Yrovsnres  of God's  providence, my
thildhood passed.  And the day enme
near when 1 was to begin to play my
Boor purt in the world,

It was a time of nesw things, that
winter when 1 saw the end of my 0f.
Jeenth year, Then 1 bhegan to snjoy the
finer iumors of life in Farnway, to see
with understunding aud by Gol's grace
lo feel.

The land of play and fear and fable
Mas now far behind me, and I had be
gun to feel the infinite in the ancient
Yorest, In the everlnsting hills, In the
Seep of henven, lu all the ways of men.
Hope Brower was now neiar wolnan
grown. 8he lad u beauty of face and
Form that was the tulk of the country-
slde. I have traveled far and seen
many a falr face, but never one more
2o my eye. I have heard men say she
swar llke a girl out of a story lLook
those days,

Late years something had come be-
Iween us. Long ago we had fallen out
of each other's confllence, iund ever
since she had seemied to shun me, I
began to play with boys and she with
girls, And It made me miseralile to
henr the boys a bit older than I gossip
of her beauty and acense cach other of
the aweet disgrace of love.

But I must hasten to those events in
Farawany thnt shaped our destinles.
Apd first comes that memorable night

when 1 had the privilege of escorting
Hope ® the school lyceum, where the
argument of Jed Ieary, poct of the

snld U'nele Eb.

lim

Lills, fired my wsoul with an ambition |

that has remalned with me always.

Uncle Eb suggested that 1 ask Hope
to go with me.

“Prance right up to her” he said,
*an' say you'd be glad of the pleasure
of her company.”

It seamed to me a very dubious thing
fo do. 1 lovked thoughtful and turned
red in the fuce,

“Young wan,” he continued, “the oy
thet's ‘frald o wowen 'l uever hey
whiskers"

“How's that?' I inguired,

“Be scalrt ' death,” lie answered,
% 'fore they've hed time t' start, Yo
want t' step right up t' the rack jes' If
ye'il bought nn' pald fer yerself an'
wis proud o' yer barginin,"”

I took his adviee, nnd when 1 fonnd
Hope alone in the porlor 1 cume and
askeid her, very awkwardly as 1 now
remember, to go with me,

Bhe looked at me, blushing, and said
ghe would ask ber mother,

And she dld, and we walked to the
gchioollionse together that evening, her
hand holding my nmn timidiy, thie most
serlous puie that ever strugeled with
the prolilem of deporfment on such an
oceasion. 1 was oppressed with n heavy
Bense of responsibility in every word 1
uttered,

Ann Jane Foster, known as "Scooter
Jane, for her rapid walk and st car-
rluge, met us at the corners on hier way
to the schoollionse,

“Blig turnout, I guess,” sald she. “Jo¢
Feary an' Bquire Town 18 comin® oyver
from Jingleville an® all the Lig guns "1
be there, I love t liear Jed Feary speak.
He's so techin'”

Ann June was always looking around
for some event Hkely to touch her feel-
ings, Bhe went to every funeral in
Faraway, and when sorrow was scaree
in her own viclulty Journeyed fur In
Quest of 1t

"Wouldn't wonder 't the fur flew
when they git t' goin'," slie remarked,
mhd then hurried on, her head erect, hor
body motienless, ber legs fiying. Such
encrgy as ahe gave to the pursuit of
mourning I have never seen aqunled In
any other form of dissipation.

The schoolhonse was nearily full of
people when we came In. The big boys
were wrestling In the yard. Men were
lounging on the rude seats inslde Idly
discussing crops and cattle and lapalng
into sllence frequently that bore the
Blgne both of expectancy and reflection,
Young men and young women sat to-
gether on one slde of the house whis-
pering and giggling. Alone among them
wan the hig and eccontrie grandduugh:
ter of Mrs. Blanette, who was nlwaysa
glapping xome youngster for imperti-
mence, Jod Foary nnd Bquire Town sat
together helind n plle of books, both
lovking very serlous, The long hair
ainl beard of the old poet were now
white und his form bent with age. He
camg over und spoke to us and took a

goers und held it to the lamplight.

“Whnt =llky gold!" he whispered.
“*'8 q wkeln o' fate, my dear girl!"

Ruddenly the schoolteacher rapped
on the desk and bode us come to order,
and Roomom Walker was called to the
chalr.

“Thet there Is talent In Faraway
township,” he sald, having relnctantly
come to the platform, “and talent of
the very lighest order, no one ean
deny who haw ever attended a lycenin
nt the Hownard schoolionge, 1 seo ovi-
denees of talent In every face before
me, And T wish to ngk what nre the
two great tolents of the Yankee—tal-
ents that made onr forefathers famouns
the world over? 1 pnuse for an an-
swor,"

He had onece been a sehoolmanter,
and that accounted for hin didactie
ntyle.

“What ate the two great talents of
the Yankeo?' he ropeated, lis bands
clawped before him.

“Doughnnts an' ple” anld Unele Eb,
who sat In a far corner,

“No, sle” Mr. Walker anawered,
“There's xome liev g talent fer sawin'
wootl, but we don't count that, It's
war an' apeakin' —they are the two
great talents of the Yankee. Tnt hin
greatest tnlent s the gift o' gab, Give
him a chanee t' tnlk It over with his
enemy, an' Le'll ek ‘im without a fAghit,
An' when hi= enemy 18 another Yankee

why, they hoth git Heked, Jest as it
was In the ense of the man thet sold
me Hghtnin' rods.  Tle wax sorry he
done it hefore T got throngh with him.
If we did not enconrage this talent In
our cons they would he talked to death
by our davehters,  Ladies and gentle.
men, It gives e pleasure t° say thnt

the best gpepkers In Faraway township |

hive come hiere t* dlsenss the important
question:

U Resolved, That intemperanee has
eansed wore migery than war!

“I enll upon Moses Tupper to open
for the affirmntive.”

Moses, who rose to respomd, hnd a
most uniovely face, with o thin aml
bhristling growth of whiskers., In glv-
ing him features natare hnd been gen-
erons toon fault, Ile had o large red
nose aml a mouth vastly too Lig for
any proper use, It was o mouth fash-
foned for odd sayings, Ile was wel] to
do and boasted often that he was o
self mnde man. Unele Eb nsol to say
that If Mose Toapper lhind il the
“mnkin® uy himself he'd oughliter done
it more careful’

I remember not much of the speech
he made, but the pletnee of Lim ng he
rose on tiptoe and swung his arma lke
foman fOghiting bees and his deawling
tones are as famillar ns the things of
yesterdoy.

“Gientlemen an® Indles™ sald he prea-
ently, “let me show you n pietur’. It
Is the drankarvd's c¢hild. Tt 18 hangry,
an' there ain’t no food in its home, The
child {8 poorer 'u a straw fed hoas.
"Talu't hied a thing t' eat gines day he-
fore yistiddy. DPletur® it to yourselves
ns it comes cryin' to Its mother an'
Aays;

*“'Ma, gi' me a pirce o' bread an® but-
ter.'

“She covers her face with her apron
an' suys she, ‘There ain' none left, my
child.’

“An' bLime by the child comes ag'in
an' holds up ite poor Httle han's an'
gays, ‘Ma, plense gl' me a plece o' cake.'
*An' she goes un’ looks out o' the win-
der or mebhe pokes the fire an® says,
“‘T'here ain' pope left, my chill.'

“An' bime by It comes ng'in, an' it
gays, ‘Please gi' me o little pieees o
ple!

“An' ghe melibe flops Into a chiair an’
siyn, sgobbin’, “There ain' none left, my
¢hild! '

“No ple! Now, Mr. Chairman," ex-
elainied the orator ns lie lifted both
bunds Ligh above Lis head, “If this
aln't misery, in God's nnme what s
it

“Yoaras ago, when 1 was o young
man, Mr, Prisident. T wont to a danes
one night ot the villnge of Migleyville,
I got o toothnele, w1 the devil tempted
me with whisky, an® 1tk one glass
an' then another, nn' purty suon 1 bes
eun ' think I was a mighty hefty sort
of a character, 1 i), an® 1 stad on a
corner an’ stmupel overybody 1* fght
with me, an® bite by an secommodat-
in' kKind of o chap come nlone, nn’ thnt's
all I remember o what  Lappened,
When I come to sy eont tatle had Heen
tore off, I'd lost one leg of 1y tronsers,
a Lirnn new silver watel, tew dollirs in
money an' o pale o specticles. When

Swung his arms like a man fighting beea.
I stud up an' tried t' realize what hed
happened 1 felt jes' like a blind roos-
ter with only one leg an' no tail feath-
ers "

A roar of lnughter followed {hese
frank remarks of Mr. Tupper and
broke Into a atorm of merriment when
Uncle Eb rose and sald:

“Mr, Presldent, I hope you see that
the miafortunes of our friend was due
' war an' not to intemperance.”

Mr, Tupper was unhorsed. For some
minutes be stosd helpless or shinking
with the emotion that posscssed all,
Then he finished lumely nnid sat down,

The narrowness of the man thut saw
ro much where there was so lltile In
his own expoerlence and In the teivial
events of his own townshilp was what I
now recognize us most valuahle to the
purpoke of this history. It was a nar-
rowness that covered a multitude of
people in 8t. Lawrence county in those
dayu,

Jed Feary was greeted with applause
and then by respectful silence when bhe
rose to speak. The fame of dis verse

the narrow boundaries of the township
in which he lived, It war the biggest
thing In the county. Many & poor sins
ner who had gone ont of Faraway to
his long home got his first pratse in the
obituary poem by Jed Feary. These
tribmtes were generally publisiied In the
county paper nnd pald for by the rela-
tives of the deceased nt the rate of a
dollar a day for the time apent on them
or by a few dnys of board and lodging
—glory and consolntion that was, alas,
too chieap, nx one might see by a glance
nt hi= forlorn figure,

I shall never forget the conrtly man-
ner, 2o strangely In contrast with the
rivde deportment of other men in that
place, with which he addressed the
chalrman and the people. The drawl-
Ing dlalect of the vicinity that Aavored
his conversation fell from him like n
mnntle ns he spoke, and the light in his
moul shone upon that little company--
o great lght, ns I now remember, that
filled e with burning thoughts of the
world and {ts mighty theater of nctlon.
The way of my life lay clear hefore me
ns 1 listened and its days of toll and
the swert snecess my (od has given
me, althongh 1 take It hnmbly and hold
it infinitely nhove my merit. 1 was to
get learning nnid seek some wny of ex-
pressing what was in me.

It wounld i1l hecome me to try to re-
peat the worlds of thia venerable soer,
It he showed that intemperance waa
an Imlividunl sin, while war swas a
natlonnl evil. That one meant often
the ruin of o race, the other the riin of
n famlly: that one was ns the ocean,
the other as n =ingle drop in it waters,
And he tolkd us of the rall of empires
and the millions that hnd saffered the
oppresgion of the congueror and per-
fshied by the sword of Aenmemmnon,

After the debate n young Indy rend a
Hterary paper full of clumsy wit, rude
chironicles of the conntryside, essnys on
“Spring” and like toples the work of
the best talent of Paraway, Then
eame  the declsion, after which the
meeting ndjonrned,

At the door some hoys frimd “to cut
me ont.” I enme throngh the noley
srowd, liowever, with Hope on my arm
und my heart full of a great happiness,

“IHd yon ke it?" she nsked.

“Very mueh,” 1 answered.

“What dld yon enjoy most?"

“Yonur company,” I sald, with a fine
nir of gallnntry.

“Honestiy ¥

“Honestly. I want to tnke you to
Rivkard's €<ome time,"

This was Indeed a long cher'slied
hope.

“AMayhe I won't let yon," she said,

“"Wouldn't fon?"

“You'dl hetter nsk me some time and
[ [C A

“1 ghall,
girl.”

“Well," she ndded, with a sigh, “if a
boy llkes one girl 1 don't think he
onght to have anything to do with oth-
er girls, I hate a flirt.”

I happened to hear a footfall In the
suow belhiud us, and, looking bhack, snw
Ann June Foster golng slow lu easy
henriug. BShe knew all, as we soon
roumd out.

“I dew Jes' love t' see young folks en-.
joy themselves,” suld she. “It's en-
trancin'!”

Coming In at our gote, T snw a muan
golug over thie wall back of the big
stubles, The houge wus dark,

“Did you mee the night man?' Eliza-
heth Brower whispersl ns I lit the
lump. “Went through the garden just
now, I've been watching him here
at the window,”

1 wounlla’t nsk any other

[T0 BE coNTINUED,]

AN AUSTRIAN CUSTOM.

How the Carlona Law Ahont (Moslng
Hounsea nt Night Operntens,

One of the oddest of the Austrian
customs is the result of legisintion, Ae
cording to lnw, every lhouse must Lo
closedd from 10 o'clock at nlght untll ¢
o'clock the following morning. During
thnt time ench honse ia in ohinrge of an
attendant known as the “hansbesor-
ger'! or caretaker. In lnpge apartment
bulldings this haughesorger is usunlly a
uniforuied porter, Every person enter
Ing the house between 10 at night aud
G in the wornlng must pay to the haus
besorger 20 hellers (4 contsi,

This gives rise to a4 enrvions condition,
Naturally the man who comes home nt
early hours need not necessarily pay
nnything, while the man who habirunl
Iy gets in at 2 or & in the morning 1s n
fregquent conteibutor to the hausbesor:
ger's bank account. Inquiry of the
haushesorger concerning Mr. A may
result In the startling Inrormation that
he ig a most dirreputable, mean sort of
man, while the nighthawk Mr, B will
undoubtedly be lnuded ns a splendid
fellow of excellent reputation. As n
couservator of the public morals, there
fore, the honnsbesorger cun hardly be
ecilled g sneeesg,—Outloak,

English In Switzerland,

Bome odd English s found In n
gulde book published by the Associn
tion of Hotel Keepers of Switzerland
Brevity is the object of the compilers
Thus the Algle Grnnl hotel prowlses
“hill., rest,, physic. at the establ" It
I8 only after reflection that the reader's
wonder at finding a 'bill" among the
attractions Is allayed by the stop!
“BIIL" means billiards; probably “Rest”
can be had elsewhere than In Aigle,
But “rest.,” means reataurant gl
“physic.” physician. Another hotel ut
Algle enjoys “corrohorative alr"

A Hrave Womnan,

At all times men knew the Duchess
de Gramont gs a plain, homely, frank
and ruthlessly outspoken woman and
ealldl her the “pockmuarkel duchess.'
Condemned to death by the revolution.
ary committee lu Parin, she sald to it,
“You are quite right to kill me, for |
hate you all."™ And a little later, when
she waa Inte at her own execution and
the headsman impatiently bade her
hurry, she answered, "On y va, ca-
naille!"

What He Needed.
Patient—Why are you going to op-
ernte on mea? Young Doctor- Recaunse
I wead the money. Patient— Well,
that's ull right. 1 dldn't know but you
waR going to operate on me becnnse
you needed the experience.—JIudge,

Men and (lecks.
Bhe—A clock s different from a man.
He—In what respect? Rhe—When It
otrikes it keeps on working,

When Wooing
Jane
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Jane came slowly down the stairway,
hesitnted o moment at the library door,
then gave herself o mental push aud
entered.

“1'm sorry I've kept Yon walting"

chiffons acrosa the polistied floor, The
big man bLeside the freplace Ignored
preliminaries. Ifc looked from her
eyor to the cluster of double violets
on her Lreast.

“I see you got my flowers..and the
message.”

Blhe nodded. "The violets are dear—
aud I'm sorry you're golog away. It
{sn’t for long, s i7" with timid hesita.
tion.

“I"or good and nll. I leave tonight
on the 11 o'clock train, 8o that I haven't
much time."

“Oh, tonlglt!" snid Jone aAnd sat
down with npparent Indifference and n
real need for suppor!

He leaned one elbow on the mantel-
sholf nnd towered over her,

“They've glvon me a splendld place
in Bouth Caroling. It's what I linve
lieen walting for, nnd it's come like n
shot, I only got the sppolntment to-
t‘ﬁ"."

“1 congratulate you." anid Jane, won-
dering what there was lo the world to
live for, after all,

Ile looked at her for n moment In
sllence, and ahe lucked at her vioieta
through 1 queer gravish wiat,

“Tane,” he snld ot lost, “yon know
what It I8 T woutl to ask you, don't
Foui"

June's heart missea & beat unae-
countably, then throhbed lke mod to
make up for lost thue, She trled to
Hprak.

“Ja-ane,” ecalled n volee In the hall
“Where ure you, Juiue®”

“Hhe's lo the Hbrary,” Jane heard ber
slstor anawer. “Si-ter, here's Lilllan

“Just a winute” pleaded Jane Lalf
nlond and ran out of the oo,

Thurston beard o murmur of volces
Iu the hatl,

“I won't stay—n ., ludewl, 1 won't,”
enld one, nnd anothier, Jaue's own, nu-
swered—be realized with satisfaction,
not guite regretfully — "1 wish  you
wouhi,*"

There wag a gort flurey of skirts, n
nervons little lnugh, and Jane came
glowly back into the room

“Itwas Lilllan' she explained. “We
run In on each otlier at all hours, nud
she didu't Know owers Liere, o she
woulin't"—

“I buven't mu . thoe' sald Thur-
ston gently., “Lot's uot wiste It ou Lit-
lan, Do you remembtor what 1 was
saying?®"

Jane rememberisd

“Tell me, then,” sald the man, “la it
worth while my =aving it

nnd Thurston relessed bher hands just
In tme.

“Jane," sald a wild volee from the
door, *the muid sald your mothier wWns
Lhere. Why do you have the room so
darlk, child? I can't see a thing. Why
don'’t you light another lanmp ¥

“0Oh, Aunt Jane,” cried Ler name-

fusiveness
cheek 1o be kissod, “This Is Mr. Thur-

she sald sweetly, tralllvg ber violet |

don't we'— |
“Some one's cowing” breathed Jane, |

unke, gtepping forward with weak of- |
nnd presenting a dutiful |

ston—you reinemiber hiw, don't you?"
“Oh, yen,” salil Aunt Jane, ves, in-
decdl. 1 suppose you're one of the In-
dians Thurstons? [ had n very dear
friend once, Hurriet Burnes, who mar-
tledd a Thuraton from Indiana, Any
contection of yonurs™
[ “Not that I know of." refoined Thur-

ston, with tense politeness, “We are n
New York fawliy."”

Aunt Jaue, with nu air that diseredited
It at once.  “Where did you say your
mwother was, Janlet”

“Upstilrs, dear Aunt Jane,
80 glad"'—

“Are you quite well, Janie?" asked
the old lady suddenly. “Your cheaks
are 80 fluoghed and your hauds arc
guite cold; you're not shivering, are
you? She's such an fmprudent (hing,
Mr. Thuraton."

“Aunt Jape!" calldd a volce from the
head of tha stalrwny, And Aunt Jane
departed,

They walted till the door hud elosed
bebind ber. “Ancther half hour gone,"
sinid Thurston, with angry tenderness,
“Your hands are cold and your chesks
the prettiest pink. T8 It Decuuse
you'—

“Olh, walt,” sl pleaded,
away from biw.  “I'm sure
some one in the hall—please"

“I don't care If the whale world were
Just outside the «door, and it apparently
18, suid Thurston. *1 want you to
angwer the question I've been trylng
to ask all the evenlng—will you"—

“There i8 some one' whispered Jane
hysterleally, and finging herselt Into
n chair just as Hobby Martin, nolsily
cheerful and sure of weleome, burst
into the room.

“Just got n wire,” he cried gayly.
“Passed my exoms, Jane. 1 knew
you'd be dying to bear, so I thought I'd
run over and let you know. Hello,
Thurston! Isn't it bully, Jane? I'm
golug up next woek."

“How do you do?' gald Thurston fu-
rlously.

“Perfectly fine,” sald Jane, endeavor-
ing vaioly to Inject some enthusiasm
into her tone. “You ecnn't think how
glad T am, Bobby"

“I knew you'd say so," Bobby agreed
cheerfully, colling bis awkward length
into the Morrie chair, “But I tell you
it was no joke, eramming for those
beastly things—came near flunking the
German—ach du lleber—uix pages of
trapfation. Ever flunk an exam,
Thuraton "

“No," sald Thurston savagely.

“Bully for you! I say, Jane, there's
a fellow In the crow says Lo thinks 1
might got on If I train hard enough,
and I'm goiug to try for end on the
‘!""l‘}|'|'

“That will be nice,” sald Jane weakly,

“Nice! It')l be great if I can do ¢, 1
say, you're looking mighty Nne tonight,
Jane; been rubbing your cheeks? Your
eyes are as shiny"—

“Ilow mean, Bobby! Are they gon-
erally so dull?’ Jane giggled nervoualy.

She'll be

drawing
1 beard

Thurston ¥

“My train leaven at 11," sald Thurs
ton gloomily.

“"Ooing  away, Thurston?' queried
Bobby, with Interest. “Where?"

“South Carolina.”

“Mr., Thurston s leaving on-to live
there,” put iu Jane hopefully.

"Oh, 1 say, that's great.” LHer offort
dird unnoticed. “South Carolina's a
fine old place. 1 was there one sum-
mer. 1 tell yon what, Thurston, they
have the prettiest girls you ever saw,
Jolllest, Lrightest thinge--not a bit
stiff. A fellow can have n mighty good
time there.”

“1 suppose #0,” sald Jane stiMy. "1
dare say you had a good time there
yourself., Was that the summer you
were expelled from college? 1 should
not think, Bobby, that you wonld care
to talk about it."

“Well, for heaven's sakel!” eried the
injured Bobby,

Thurston looked at the clock agaln,
with ostentation.

“Won't you play the 'Serenade’ for
me?' asked Jane desperatsly.

“You know | can't play anything but
“The UGood Ol Bummer Time,’ with
two fingers, and I'm too shy to piay
before people.”

“l meant Thuraton, Bobby," explain-
ed the girl, with suspicious sweetness.
“1 know what you can play."

Thurston stalked grimly over to the
piano and dropped bis banda on the
keys with a thud, while Bobby sat
back complacently in his chalr and
Jane Mdgeted In hiers, e struck sey:
eral heavy chbords, then Legan the ten-
der monotone of the “Bercoade,” but
the uervous irritation, vibrating to his
finger tips, jnrred the barmony and
Thurston, breaking off with a discord-
ant erash, swung ronund npon the stool.

“1 ean't play tonight,” he sald viclous.
Iy, returning to the fireplace,

“Why, yon were doing fine” sald
Bobby, with polite surprier. “You're
too modest nbout K."

Thuraton set his teeth, squared his
shoulders and looked at the clock. It
waa nigh upon the eleventh hour.

“Mr. Martin,” le began grimly, “I
am leaving upon the 11 o'clock traln
tonight. This 1s the laust opportunity
1 shall hove of scclug Miss Wallls.
When you eame fn I was ahout to nsk

her 1o marry me. I am RoINE to usk ' yig ymmenstty, there appeats to be |
her now. Wil you defer your vIsit, of nothing that is pompous or pretentious |

e

do you eare to hienr me?" Jane gnsped:
go dld Bolibhy, the good hearted hlun-
derer.

“Oh, T =ay." he began, epringing to
his feet in direst confusion, “I'm no
endd gorry. 1 wouldn't have doue it
for the world. What a duffer I've
been, I'm nwfully sorry."

“8o0 nm 1, =ald Thurston,

“1 hadn't an fdea'-—

“8o it seems,” interrupted the older
man, with suppressed rage, "'but sivce
I hove suggested one to you' -

“Oh, Bobby,” cried Jane, wiih a
hyaterical little langh.

“Yonng nss" muttered Thurston,
taking a step toward Jane. Bobby
fled ineontinently and the door slam-
med Lehind him.

Thurston caught June aud the vio-
lets and the violet chiffons iu his arms,
erushing them close,

“We don't have to say it; we know,"
he declared exultinglv,

“Yeu," gald Jane with a luugh that
was more than bhalf a sob, “but wa
winted g chouee to say it anyhow."

A Uit of coal fell from the fire to the '

hearth with a tiny erash.
“Was that a step In the bhall¥" mur-
mured Jane. But ahe did not move,

BEGGARS IN INDIA.

They Are Fast Disappearing — Only
About Five Milllon Lefr,

The heggar uunisance Is n very com-

won aue In India, and the endeavors of |

the pollee In the large cltles to put It
down have met with only o lmited
weasnre of snecess, This is no doubt

| due to the fact that Indian opinfon ix
“I never Leard of that branch,” sald |

remarkably tolernnt townrd sturdy beg-
gurs, especiully If they wenr the gulse
of religlon.
Heve that a wholesome chauge (8 com-
ing over the public senthuent In 1his
us In so any other motters, There
were about 5.000.000 beggurs iu the
conntry at the thne of the last census,
und nearly one-tifth of the nimulier wis
classed ax religions mendieants, The
nnmber, lurge as it le, reprosentsd o de-
croave of about T per cent from that

nt the previons census, and the decline |
hus bheen utiributed fn part to the com- |

paratively heavy wortality sinong them
during the famine years, But, says the
report, It I8 wlso purtly attributable
to the apread of aduention ond the con-
seqiuent wenker hold which the o call-
ed asceties have on the Imaginntion of
the people,’” it Lelng much less ensy
than it was formerly for the members
of the various begging communities to
unloose the purse strings of the people,

There s, happlly, reanson to believe
that the changed fecling among the ad-
uented elnsses 18 filtering down to the
lawer levels. This evil I8 not contined
1 one particnlar comnmnity or religion,
It Is us rompant mmong the Mohammed-
aus n8 among the Iindoos. The Btur
Judld, an ably conducted vernnenlar
puper, published in upper India, dealing
with questions of social reform nmong
Mobnwmedans, hns been forelhly eall-
ing the attentlon of Its coreliglonizts
to the neeessity of a reform in their no-
tions
shows by n reference to the Police Ga-
gette that the number of Mobammnedan
begears under surveillunce has been
rising every week. I cite instances from
{he records of the criminal courts to
proye thut some of the men who pass
for religlous teachers bhave heen econ-
victed on charges of frand and Immor-
allty committed on the property and
perscns of men and women who had
been misled by their religions nppear-
ance-~Times of Indla,

Weedas.

K weed 1s =& plant that grows Iy
abundapce out of deslred limita. Anj
plant may become a weed by escaping
from cultivation. Many plants tham
with us are bighly esteemed In other
countries grow ns weeds, while, on the
other band, our weeds are in othe
countries sometimes bighly prized
The correct use of the word depends
altogether on circumstances,

To endeavor to work upon the vulga
iwith fine senge i ke attempting &
hew blocks with a rasor.—~Pope.

Rut there Is repson to he- |

of charity. Our contemiporary |

Little Hope That It Will Rver Ne
Architecturally Perfont,

It is not the contention even of en.
thuslants that the capitol Is or ever
will be o complete and perfect whole.
There s litUe hope that It will ever
be entirely Anished and still less that
it may attaln perfection. Apropos of
the dome, for Instance, it may Le re-
called that the rhetorical and fastid.
fons Ruskin does not admit of iron ns
o constructive material, and on those
grounds inveighed disdainfully sgainet
the spire of Rouen cathedral, Purlty
und pettishness aside, there are other
reasons why the building falls to eon-
form with the essentials of really great
architecture. As far as the interior s
concerned, the situation is anything
but sub , and it is hence a pleas-
ure to know that Hillott Woods, su-
perjntendent of the capitol bullding
and grounds, has under advisement a
proposition for the rehabilitation of the
rotenda. Yot the faulta of the capitol
appear In & measure ibevitable to those
who know and treasure its Natory.
Looked at broadly, they are not fauits,
but merely venernhle shortcomings in-
cldental to growth and development.
Consldering the importance of the pro-
spective alterations and extensious, the
evolution of the bullding seems to have
entered upon am approximately Onal
stage, and It Is gratifying to know that
congress, the stiperintendent and the
consulting architects realize the dig-
::t.y and serfousness of the task In

nd.

| To this eimplicity shonld also he ndded
| & reverence for those tranditional ideals
land nspirations which are, Lappily,
\a countiry’'s or an Individual's most
cherisbed heritage.

The panoramn, onve its several fea-
tures nre supplied, will present a ma-
-1jo:t1c and Inspiring spectacle. GQrouped
| about the spaclous court will be five

superb structures—the capitol on the
' west, the sennte and house office buill-
inga to the north and south and the
Congresalonal library and Its compan-
{lon on the east. To the average eye
thee eapitol will offer little change.
There will merely be a grateful galn
In repose and proportion, It will, as
before, continne the focal point, the
| keynote of tlhie composition, Despite

' In the seheme na at present outlined,
It {8 but the logical fulBllinent of
[ pinna, long sinee formulnted, which
are the fittlng symbol of n subsequent
putlonsl and territorinl espaneion.—
Christian Brinton in Century,

Neverldge Is Glad e Janghed.
“The direction of iny career was com.

pletely chauged,” sald United Btates |

Benator Albert J, Boveridge to the

writer, “by a careless laugh. When 1
| was a youth in 1Ninals I heard that the
congressman from our district intended
Ito bold an examination to determine
! what young man he should appoiut to
| West Point. 1 pitched ju and studled
, hard for that examination, and I found
| It easy when [ came to take it. Most
i of the other fellows seemed to be still

struggling with 1t when I had noished,

and I was so coufident that I had made
| few iulstakes that I wan In a pretty
[ cheerful frame of mind. This {s why |
langhed when ona of the strugglers
asked A rather foollsh question of the
professor In churge. ‘e latter evi-
deutly felt that the dignity of the oc-
| easlon had been ftrifled with, for he
i seored 1 per cent ngalnst me. When

| the papers came to be corrected this |

loss ruuised me to fall one-fifth of 1

| ber cont below the boy who stood high- |

| est on the Hst. He 18 a captain in tle
| army pow, where 1 suppose I shonld

| be had It not been for that laugh. 1|
belleve in the power of cheerfulness, |

Looking back, 1 am rnther gind that 1
! laughed.”—8ucceas Maguzine.

Conslstency.

Herbert McFadden, at the flmu'lli

| directors’ annual convention {n I'hila-
delplila, declared consistency to be an
loverrated virtue,

“Because,” lLie gald,: “we held the
Freneh method of embplming to Le
the best ton yenrs ago, must we, for
conslstency's sake, stick to the French
| method now, when we know that the
American method In every way sor-
pAAses 1t7?

“These  upliolders of conslstency
wonld g2 es fur aa the wldow who
wanuted to have her husband cremated,

and the manager of the place srld to
her:

*'We cremate here, madam, In both
warn'

“Roth the repeated, con-
fuscil.

“‘Yes,' he explained, ‘the French
way and the Ttalian way. Which do
you prefer?

“10h,' the widow sald, brightening,
‘the French--the French, by all means,
Poor Johin never could bear Italinn
cooking! " ~Buffalo Enquirer,

waysl

A Famliliar Face.

At a recent dinuer of the Geodetle
¢lub Professor Bhaler of Harvard told
the followlng story on himself:

*“I mlll remember a mental sllp I
made nenrly thirty yenrs age when In
Washington attending a large educa-
tlonal conference. 1 was alone in the
hotel parlor walting for two of my
friends when a rathar short, bearded
man entered and, seeing me, advanced
to shake bands with a cordial, ‘Glad to
see you, Professor Bhaler.’

“At the momept [ was unable to
piace bim and had to confess my lapse
of memory. I explained that I was
meeting 80 many people that I couid
not remember the pame of each,
though the face might be very famillar,

“He.smiled and sald be quite

j

atood and drew out his card. Om It
was engraved ‘Gesaral Ulymea 8.

rant,’ and then I undessteod why b
acs was 00 very fassilar"

Boston Wires Resent It
Angry Patron—Hello, central! What
did you eut me off for? Roston Tele-
phone Girl—Because you used a plural
noun as the subject of n singular verb,
Yon are not allowed to do that on this
line, slr.~Chlcago Tribuue.

Tired,
“Your account has heen standing s
long time, Mr. Dukey."
“*Then give It & seat, my dear Bhears.”
“Very giad to, sir. Shall we make it
a recelpt?’

Bomething of the old simplicity |
should gulde and chasten sach effort |

“RKlic took the corpse to the crematory |
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Mysterions Influences Whiech Retard’
or Acsslerate Its Progreass.

The sudden appenrance of cholera In
enstern Prossln and the presence of
sixty or more cuses of tho disease
nooug Russian cw!grants in Hamburg
awalling transportation 1o America
glve cavse not for popular nlarm, but
for Increased watchfulness on the part
of our sanitary guandisns,

Epldemlologista have for some time
been watching this gradual advance of
cholera from the east on one of its pe-
riodical Incursions Into weatern ku-
rope, The movement began In the lat-
ter part of 1860, Bastward the disense
advanced from India rapidly, invadiog
China and Japan, From Hongkong it
passed to the Philippines, working
huvoe In Manila snd the proviuces de-
apite the heat efforta of the mediecal of-
ficers of the army and marine hoapital
service.

Its progress westward through Ara-
bia and Persla Into Russia bhas been
more gradunl. Cholera appeared In
Mecca In 1902 and thence spread
throughout the Mussulman world, be-
Ing heard of In Egypt, Asla Minor and
Perala, finally estabilshing itself Ormiy
In Teheran. From this point It follow-
ed the caravan routes Into Anatolis,
Transcanessla and Transcaspla, henca
reaching the banks of the Voiga. Here
It reated for nearly eighteen montha,
beiog restrained by mome mysterious
influence the nature of which students
uf epldemics have never yet discov-
{erad, nnd only now has It resumed its
| march westward,
|  Why should it have remalned so long
[in Russla and then suddenly crossed
| the frontler? Raftsmen were coming

down the Vistula past Thormn and

Kulm, and smigrants were Isaving Po-

land and western Bussia for Hamburg

and Bremen, salllng thence for New

York, but the disease remained be-

hind, The Russian hesalth officials did
[ ns little to throttle the epldemic then
| u8 they are doing now, and the com-

munication between the Volga, where
| the cholera hibernated, and the Vis-
| tula, down which It |s now journeying
r!mu Prussln, was jpst as free In the

summer of 1904 as [h that of 1905, but
| the Infaction refused to spread, Bud
denly It takes n start, andl Europt
awnkes to the perll of a cholera Inva

| Epldemlologiats tell us that the con.
"ditlons which retard or accelorate the
progress of thls 4isease are eclimatio
condlitlons, but ¢his ls only a term to
loloak iguorance. Pettenkofer’'s subsoll
water theory ls just as satisfactory
and no more Intelligible. That there is
some |nfluanee which affects the viru-
lence of the comma bacillus or which
determines a greater or issser power
of resistance in the bumaun subject
must be ndmitted, but whether this in.
flurnce |s atmosplheric or tellurle or
nelther st)] remalns & mystery.—Med:
leal Recoid.

His House on iz Back,

The German war office has come te
the conclusfon that the knapsnck at
preseat carried by the German soldier
{s too heavy. The heavy calfskin knup-
sack, in use up to the present, is helng
| replaced by nnother of light waterproof
canvas, and other reductions In weight
are belug made,

The Gerrann infantry receilr mny he
galil to carry his honse on Lis bnck
| The following Is a list of his bLuaggug
| items:
| Cooking utensils.

Various parts of a tent.

An overront.

Thirty rounds of ammunition,

A llnen snoit,

A quantity of nnderwear,

Two palra of boots.

Boot brushes and hlacking

Numerous metal tools.

A hymn book,

A Dox for trifles.

A varlety of personal articles.—Ber
lin Cor. London Mall.

Thelr Only Weapon.

A choice sample of General Patrick
Colllns' wit was furniabed on the ocea-
| slon of his return from a visit to his
| native sod seyernl years ago, bringing
| with him a shlllalah as a gift to John

Boyle #'Railly. The presentation of
the gift was made the ocenslon of a
banquet, to which a score of the fricnds
of bLoth these distingulshed Irishioen
| ware bidden, The postprandinl exor.
clses were something rollicking, and
the climax of the fun was reached
when Gencral Collins nrose to muke
the presentation speech. ITolding tho
fhillalah aloft, he procecded with mark
solemnity to spostrophize the bistocie
Irish emblem. As he handed [t (o the
reciplent he sald in conclusion: “Boyle
O'Rellly, 1 now take pleasure in pre-
senting to you this shillalah from thae
old sod. It Is the onty wenpon which
the British tyrant has left to the Irish
people to defend them-from erch othe
er." -Boston Herald.

A Wanted Life.

The recent denth of Bimeon Bolomon
in Bt, Giles' workhouse brings asdly to
an end the career of an artist who fors
ty years ago was looked upon as ona
of the greatest of the coming men {u
the art world. His earlleat works show-
e¢d that he wns a magunificent colorist
and a rarely capable designer und that
he bad an exceptional command over
intricaciea of technical practice, Ho
scemed Indeed destined to take his
place among the masters of Imaginn-
tive paloting and that he never ful-
filled this destiny has Leen due not
to any want of pablic appreciation,
but unfortunately to his own deficlen-
clas of character. Hia habits of intem-
perance made impossible the proper
pursuit of his profession and led him
into the band to mouth existence
which has now ended tragically with-
mI:l:" walis of & workhouse.—London
qa 3

The Benefit of Comtrant,

“Dio you think that Industry is essen-
tial to happivean?"”

“A little 10" anawered the easy go-
ing person, *If o man had pever dona
any work he would never realize how
much comfort there {8 In havipg none
to do.”~Washington Star.

All For Him,
“Your finncee seems to have a will
of her own."
“Yes, and sometimes I halt regret
that I'm the sole bepeficlary."~}hila-
delphin P'resa,




